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flew to the garden of the princess, where she was
amusing herself with a group of merry companions.
It flew down to her, and in a playful mood she gave
chase to it. When it had drawn her away from her
maiden friends it flew down to her and said, " Nala
is the pearl of princes as thou art the loveliest of
princesses. It is fitting that you should one day call
him lord."

" Go, dear bird," said the princess, "and whisper
a like message in the ear of Nala." And the bird
flew away on its errand.

From that day onward there was no peace of
mind for Damayanti; and when her father saw how
changed she was, he proclaimed a festival for his
daughter, that she might, according to the princely
custom of the time and country, choose a husband
from among the princes who presented themselves
at her father's court. The messengers of the king
went far and wide, and soon the roads to Bhima's
royal city were thronged with countless fighting
men, with stately steeds and lordly elephants bearing
princes and rulers from afar. Among the brilliant
company came Nala, splendid in his strength and
youthful beauty, confident in heart and fearing
nothing, for he did not know that among his rivals
were four of the mightiest of the gods themselves.

As he pressed onward he saw these Shining Ones
coming down to earth in golden chariots. He bowed
before them, asked their will, and to his pain was
bidden to go to Damayanti and ask her to which of
the four she would choose to be given as a bride.